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posed to say Herbert Hoover, then he puts me away in 
the home ” His eyes narrowed. “All right. Wheel of 
Fortune. Herbert Hoover.” He paused, watching the 
psychiatric resident. “Franklin Delano Roosevelt 
Harry S Truman. Dwight David Eisenhower. John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy. Lyndon Baines Johnson. Richard 
Milhous Nixon. Gerald whatever his name was, kept 
tripping over his feet. Jimmy something. The Christer 
Then the one now. The one the old dummy’s not 
meant to remember. The other old dummy. Reagan.” 
Really excellent, Mr. McMahon,” the psychiatric 
resident said. “You deserve first prize.” 

•7j S L Pri . Ze ' S ’ y ° U leaVe> ” Dick Mc Mahon turned 
with difficulty away from the resident and closed his 

eyes. When he opened them again he focused on 
Elena Funny coincidence, that asshole bringing up 
presidents, which brings ps back to Epperson.” His 
voice was exhausted, matter-of-fact. “Because Epper- 
son was involved in Dallas, that deal. I ever tell you 

Elena looked at him. His gaze was trusting, his pale- 
blue eyes rimmed with red. It had not before occurred 
to her that he might have known who was involved in 
Dallas Neither did it surprise her. She supposed if she 
thought about it that he might have known who was 
involved in a lot of things, but it was too late now, the 

nTx^LT ? nreliab,e ' An ^ration of what 
Dick McMahon knew could now yield only corrupted 

fi es, crossed data, lost clusters in which the spectral 
Max Epperson would materialize not only at the 
Texas Book Depository but in a room at the Lorraine 
Hotel in Memphis with Sirhan Sirhan and Santos 
Trafficante and Fidel and one of the Murchisons. 


The Last Thing He Wantei 

“What deal in Dallas is that, Mr. M 
psychiatric resident said. 

“Just a cattle deal he did in Texas.” 
the resident to the door. “He should sl< 
too tired for this.” 

“Don’t tell me he’s still here,” Dick > 
without opening his eyes. 

“He just left.” Elena sat in the chair l 
bed and took her father’s hand. “It’s 
body’s here.” 

Several times during the next few he 
woke and asked what time it was, wh 
each time with an edge of panic in his v< 
He had to be somewhere. 

He had some things to do, some peop 
Some people would be waiting for hin 
These things he had to do could not v 
These people he had to see had to be 
Late in the day the sky went dark a 
the window to feel the air beginning tc 
only then, while the lightning forking i 
and the sound of thunder created a sere* 
in which things could be said that woul 
sequences, that Dick McMahon begai 
who it was he had to see, what it was 
Tropical storm due from the southeast 
already falling. That he could not do i 
That she should undertake to do it 1 
have been less obvious. 
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